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own pidgin English - 'murry close up,' and then all lay
motionless except their leader who writhed forward a few
yards, partially raised himself, and uttered a guttural mono-
syllable. This was apparently an intimation that their foes
were asleep, for the savages resumed their crawling advance
until they reached the packs which the fugitives had thrown
down in a circle around them. Then with a yell that seemed
to split the night they leapt to their feet.
'Now!' barked Roberts.
The eight muskets flashed and roared, accompanied by a
fighting cheer from the white men. Several of the blacks
fell, and the remainder after an instant of paralysed surprise
bounded off towards the forest with the speed of kangaroos.
Hennessey, annoyed by the screams of the wounded, walked
up to each in turn and battered in their skulls.
They had no more sleep that night, but sat watching the
torches which the blacks now carried in the bush at a distance
which betrayed their respect for the muskets. The moon
rose, towards morning Roberts and another man scraped
holes in the sand below high-water mark and buried the
corpses of the fallen natives, fearing that the sight of them
in the daylight would stir their tribesmen to seek a dreadful
revenge. At dawn there was not a native in sight, and the
band of runaways were able to enjoy their morning meal in
peace. They immediately resumed their heavy march along
the beach, coming, after about two miles, to a stretch which
was overhung by cliffs. Rashleigh, realizing the danger of
an ambush from overhead, suggested that one of the party
should climb the nearest high rock to make sure whether
the place was free of natives, having heard many tales of
the cunning of the aborigines and appreciating the dis-
advantage the party would be under if an attack was
launched from the cliffs.
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